MR.  CHESTERTON'S   VERSE

which remains interesting because only one man
and one craftsman could have written it.

A great deal of Mr. Chesterton's verse has
serious, though usually not ruinous, faults. He is
a very exuberant man. The coupling of complete,
and full-blooded, self-expression with fastidious
care is unusual. Carefulness normally leads to
cramping and timidity, and gusto to carelessness.
Mr. Chesterton has always scorned to conceal even
his most " vulgar" tastes, and he has let his
genius take him wheresoever it would. If the
pomposity of an under-secretary moves him to
compose a metrical squib, he composes, rather
rapidly, the metrical squib. Having composed it
he publishes it; having published it, he reprints
it. It may amuse others, as it has amused him ;
it would be hypocritical to pretend that he had
not written such things; anyhow, how can they
make any difference, one way or the other, to the
merits of his love sonnets or his religious odes ?
The mixture does no harm ; it is all to the credit
of his honesty in a frightened neighbour-watching
age ; it is a great thing that on one page there is to
be found a poem beginning, " A word came forth
in Galilee, a word like to a star," and on the next
one which opens with " Jones had a dog : it had a
chain." But the fine spontaneity, the devouring
zest, the unaffected willingness to engage (for he
constantly sees the eternal behind the temporal) in
any ephemeral controversy with any obscure
combatant, do carry with them a tendency to be
content with improvisation, where second thoughts
might mean improvement, and to present the